n8         HELEN REDEEMED
And all about the city ran the woe
Of women for  their  children.     Then  the
flame
Burst in the citadel, and overcame The darkness, and the time seemed of broad
day.
And Helen stared unwinking where she lay Pillowing Paris.
*                     Now glad and long and shrill
The second trumpet sounds.    They have the
hill-High Troy is down, is down!    Starting, he
wakes And turns him in her arms.    His face she
takes
In her two hands and turns it up to hers. Nothing she says, nothing she does, nor stirs From her still scrutiny, nor so much as blinks Her eyes, deep-searching, of whose blue he
drinks,
And fond believes her all his own, while she Marvels that aught of his she e'er could be In times bygone.    But now he is on fire Again, and urges on her his desire, And loses all the sense of present needs For him in burning Troy, where Priam bleeds Head-smitten, trodden on his palace-floor, And white Kassandra yieldeth up her flower To Aias' lust, and of the Dardan race Survive he only, renegade disgrace, He only and Aineias the wise prince*